TRANSITION
housemaid's bedroom. How did I come to know
him ? I met him in Buenos Aires and he was with
me coming home on the boat"
"Ah, the cattle-dealer exporting them to Buenos
Aires !"
" Tom Myles has a finger-nail that would just suit
his prostate," said Vincent.
We all agreed that it ought to be out. " Medical
Jurisprudence dictates it," I said, rather authorita-
tively, for I had got good marks in that subject.
" Wot goes on in here ?" Jenny asked suddenly.
" If you fellows don't stop laughing you'll have the
Matron down on top of us." I had to remind them
of that for Vincent's sake.
" We can always fix you up whenever you decide,"
Vincent told Jenny.
" Oh, could you, could you ? It would take more
than you to do that"
I thought of the strong man dead.
" Burst blood vessels 1" the Citizen exclaimed.
" If you could catch me," said Jenny.
The stout was gone, the champagne was gone, the
turkey and ham were finished. It was time to go. I
suggested that we might move on.
" Not yet, my liege !" said Barney, quoting Davis
on Fontenoy. " The Irish yet remain." I had for-
gotten the two bottles of Irish.
" Those are for Vincent," I explained. I had bought
them and should have had a word to say as to their
destination.
" It will do us no harm to open one," said Vincent
as he unpacked a pint of the " Best Irish." Vincent
refused to mix. He was on duty,
" Whiskey !" Barney began, his smiling muzzle
glowing as pleasantly as a copper heater on a breakfast
table, " Whiskey 1" He threw his arms abroad and
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